BARBARIAN STORIES

temper. And nearer home everything's as quiet as
can be. The natives are all taking Greek lessons!
Why, I don't suppose there's so much as a pot of
war-paint for thirty miles round/

Here began a nice strip of turf by the road-side;
it was too good to miss for a few minutes' canter.
Then they slowed down to a walk, pleasantly cooled
by the south wind, which, even thus far inland, seemed
to have the smell of the sea in it. At least Martius
thought so. They would come to the sea in time for
him to get a look at all the ships in harbour. And it
would be fun seeing mother and the babies. He had
bought a lovely painted wood doll with his own
money for the smallest sister, who was rather his
special one. And if the new dairy wasn't finished yet
he would help to lay the bricks. And when he came
back the centurion of the second cohort, who had a
dragon tattooed right across his chest, was going to
teach him his drill properly.

At each side of the road the country looked pretty
prosperous. Every mile or two there would be tracks,
more or less deep in drying mud, and slit and pitted
with thousands of sheep's hoof-marks, that dawdled
away to some native village. One would see it across
the fields, fenced round with turf and hurdles, the
low roofs just showing over the top; or there might
be a chiefs house, built square and Roman fashion,
with brick walls enclosing a space for the rest of the
community; or else it would be just a trail of smoke
still or drifting over a hump of the downs. Where the
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